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One 


Author's Notes: 
| listened to the old song "Move to the City" and thought of this. 


| looked at the videos on the shelves, row after row of videos, the cases these plastic encrusted disgusting 
messes. | shifted from one foot to the other, looking out the window at the clear blue California sky and the 
palm trees planted in the sidewalk. Palm trees were foreign things, there weren't any in Indiana. Everything was 


compared to Indiana. But | had to get out. 


"Yeah, what?" the cashier said, noticing, perhaps, that | didn't have any videos in my hands. | just stood there, 
feeling the lump in my throat, feeling the failure wash over me like water. | put my head down for a moment 
and then looked up at him, some surfer punk chewing gum in my face. 


"Uh, can | have an application?" | said, and | saw his smug, condescending look as he turned to get the stack of 
applications. | knew that look. He had the job | wanted. Man, if he only knew. If he only knew what | would do to 


survive here. 


| took the application and took off to fill it out outside. Every line was trouble for me, starting with my name. 
In my head my name was Axl. More specifically W. Axl Rose. But legally my name was Bill Bailey, or William 
Bailey. That was the name | had better go with if | wanted to get paid. But the name William made me taste 
this metallic bitterness in my mouth. It was one thing to have a complete asshole for a biological father, but 


then to be named after him? Not like Bailey was any better. Each name caused me so much pain. 


Then there was the question about graduating high school, which | didn’t. This was just some shit video store 
job, but why would they take a high school drop out over a high school graduate? They'd see that shit and 
think the high school graduate was able to finish things, or was smarter. | didn't not graduate high school 
because | wasn't smart. There was nothing there for me, they weren't offering me anything. That made me 
smarter. | mean, | wasn't a slave to their system. But right now | needed some income. I'd felt this gnawing 
hunger for the past few weeks and | was dropping weight like crazy. It was actually painful, the way my 
hipbones were sticking out. My eyes looked all hollow and deep in the sockets. | looked like a fucking junkie, but | 
was just hungry. So I'd just lie and say | did graduate. What were they going to do, call up the fucking high 
school all the way out in Indiana to check it out? Who didn't graduate high school these days? They'd never 
check. 


| brought it back in, all filled out, and the same gum chewing surfer asshole took it from me and gave me his 


smug smile and filed it away. 


| wandered around, wanting things but unable to afford them. | didn't even have any money for a fucking beer. 
Things wavered in my head for a second. What was | doing? I'd come out here to be a big fucking rock star 
and what was |? Just a starving artist? How cliché. But clichés came from a place of truth. | didn't want to do 
the things that were just set before people. | didn't want to just do some mindless task over and over in a 
factory. | didn't want to sit in an office all day in a suit and a tie that was strangling me doing whatever. | 
didn't want to feed all these corporate machines, all these things that were just mass-produced and sold so 


that the economy could chug along. | didn't want to do that but | had to eat so | applied for that job. 


What | did for real was sing. And | wrote, too. But writing was secondary. | had shit to say, | wasn't saying 
that. | had 22 years of rage built up in me, but it was hard to get the words to come out right, sometimes. It 
was hard to tap that vein of truth and just bleed all over the page. But singing, on the other hand, it was easy 
to get the rage out that way, to shriek and howl and get it out. 


Maybe | wouldn't hear from that video store. There were other stores, there were restaurants and shit. | 
couldn't picture myself being a waiter, my long hair all tucked up in some ponytail, my tattoos covered up by 


some white dress shirt. 


| leaned against a building for a minute, hearing my father's voice in my head. ‘You won't amount to anything, 
drug addict, sinner..you'll drown in the decadence out there; He was right about decadence. It was getting later, 
the neon lights to the clubs were turning on, and through my half closed eyelids | saw half naked girls walk by 
me in suicide high heels, their hair teased up so high. | felt the hunger twist my stomach. | almost doubled 
over with the cramps. | had to find some food. 


| slipped into a pub bar that | knew served food, all kinds of appetizers and shit. | brushed my long red hair out 
of my face, hitched my jeans up. When my eyes adjusted to the dim light | saw what | was looking for in a 
booth by the window. There were two girls there, both kind of chunky but their make-up was done up all 
pretty. On the table between them was a plate of fries. 


"Hi," | said in my best seductive voice. 


They glanced up at me, and one of them dismissed me almost immediately and turned back to her friend. But 


the other one looked at me for a second or two longer and smiled just a little. 


"Hi," that one said. | licked my lips and looked at her like | was attracted to her. | wasn't. | liked girls who were 
thinner, and taller, and who kind of looked like models. | was shallow, but this girl was pretty enough, despite 
the extra pounds. 


"What are you girls doing later?" | said, leaning up against the booth they were sitting in. The one who had 
dismissed me glanced over at me, clearly not liking what she saw. Long stringy red hair, hollow high 
cheekbones, a face almost like a girl. | was too skinny right now, | looked like a damn teenager, or a junkie. Or 


both. 
"Nothing," she said, and the other one gave her a look and craned her neck to look up at me. 
"We don't know," she said in an inviting way, and then she pushed over in her seat. 


"Want to sit down?" she said, and now the other girl gave her a look. | read that look like a book. ‘What are you 
doing?! that look said. ‘Why are you letting this homeless junkie sit with us? 


"Yeah," | said, sliding in next to her. My mouth started to water with the fries right in front of me, but | 


wouldn't take any unless they were offered. 


The girl | was sitting next to looked at me, seeing my shiny long hair that was as pretty as any girl's, seeing 
the bones of my skull, | was so hungry. It was torture having this food in front of me. | could smell all the 
grease and the salt. | could practically taste the soft sogginess of the potato inside the crisp fried skin. 


"Want some?" she said, pushing the plate toward me. | nodded and took one, trying to contain my urge to take 
handfuls and shove them into my mouth. | closed my eyes when the flavor of all the grease and fat and salt 
hit my Tongue. 


